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| was laying down on the bed and | fell asleep my daughter was outside playing with her friend, her 
classmate, which was our neighbor too. So anyhow, then! guess! woke up and I saw this guy at the 
bedroom door with a gun pointing to me. And, uh, | thought that | was awake and I saw that guy and | 
was so afraid, so afraid that he’s gonna shoot me. 


And what will happen? And then before | could think more about it, he shot me. He shot me, | felt hot, 
really, really hot. And I could feel that blood was gushing from my chest. | was At this point, | wasn’t 
worried that I’d be dead, | was worried that my daughter will come and see this thing, and she’s gonna 
be next. | wanted to do something before my daughter came home and saw me. | knew I'd be dead very 
soon. 


| felt very hot and I could feel the blood coming out and I tried and | couldn’t move, | was opening my 
eyes. And I could see the bedroom door, and I wanted to move my arms to put something on my chest, 
but | couldn’t. The more | tried to raise my arm, the less | was successful. And I was trying to move my 
body with my eyes open, looking at the door, and the guy was gone. 


And I was thinking again, | mean, constantly worrying about my daughter. And then, at this point, | was 
like, Oh my God, I’ll be dead. lIl be dead. That’s it. That’s it. That was it. That was my life. And then, | 
think | passed out., | could move my head a little bit, but not my arms and legs. And then after a while, 
| passed out and then! opened my eyes and! moved my arm and I could move it. 


| could move it. | just, um, touched my chest and looked at my hand and it was dry. But | was still very 
hot. | was still very hot. That’s why | thought that he shot me. Then there was no gun wound or 
anything and I slowly could move my other arm too. And then! completely was awake and that was 
very weird to me, extremely weird because | don’t recall that | was 100 percent asleep. 


It was something between dream and awakeness. And to this day. It’s probably 40 years ago. No, 30 
years ago. It still is one of my, uh, strangest experiences. | never came to this conclusion that, oh, that 
was a nightmare. | think that was between awakeness and sleepiness, something happened. Silence. 
Even when that guy shot me, | didn’t hear anything. 


| just felt hot. And that even when I wanted to ask him, because | opened my eyes and! saw him at the 
door | couldn’t. | was so terrorized by seeing him with the gun that! couldn’t open my mouth and talk 


to him. And then | realized, Oh, you already shot me. 


It was very clear. | saw him with the gun pointing at me. A complete stranger, he didn’t have any 
resemblance to anyone that | knew. It was just a random guy that appeared, 


